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COLD OPEN

| NT. RESTAURANT - DAY

Reggie "BIG RIG' Lynch, a massively overwei ght,
overenthusiastic, slob of a man in his 50’s, stands front
and center of a plain white screen delivering a | ow budget
pronp for his restaurant, Big R g s Barbecue.

I n between shots of Big Rig's sweaty nulti-chinned face are
pi ctures of the insanely over-portioned food he nentions as
wel | as acconpanyi ng CHEAP SOUND EFFECTS.

BIGRG
VWll, howdy there, partner! And
wel come to Big Rig's B-B-Q Servin’
up the tastiest tunbl eweeds BOTH
sides of the Mssissippi! W got it
all, fromdeep-fried bologna rolls,
to our fanous gut-bustin’ baby
back-o-rack o' ribs! Hee-haw, don’t
cha’ know it!

Big Rig slaps his gut as he says this.

BI G RI G (CONT' D)
Forget cookin” whatever you find
| ayin” around the house and hopin’
yer famly ain’'t gon’ be none the
W ser, -

Cut to a DUMB MAN trying to cook randomingredients in a pan
and | ooking extrenmely confused, i.e. JELLY, EGGS,

CONDI MENTS, HOTDOGS, an OLD BOOT. Simlar to an "Is this
you?" infonercial.

BI G RI G (CONT’ D)
-and really show 'em how nuch ya
care by takin’emout for a rootin’
tootin T-bone, or naybe just a
coupl e a’ Cowboy Curds!

A picture of a cow s face MOOS, fried cheese balls are
thrown into a upside-down COYBOY HAT with a SQU SH.

BI G RI G (CONT' D)
Cuz renenber, at Big Rg's B-B-Q
is always yer way...with extra
gra-vay! Ha-ha!

Big Rig cackles Iike an inbecile.

( CONTI NUED)
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BI G RI G (CONT’ D)
We' Il cook whatever you want,
however you want it! You want a
Col orado cow tongue? Cut into
cubes? Wth a side of steamn
j al apeno rattl esnake spaghetti ?
lt’s yours! You wanna sink your
teeth into an angry arnmadi |l o0? How
"bout we punch that sucker in his
ugly nmug and deep fry that snarl
off his tasty face? You got it,
partner!

SERI ES OF SHOTS AS THEY ARE DESCRI BED

--SLI CE and RATTLE over shot of full plate of perfectly
CUBED COWN TONGUE and snmal |l bowl of FRI ED SNAKES.

--A cute, non-threatening arnmadill o.
--The sanme Dunb Man from before | ooki ng SUPER pi ssed.

--The Dunb Man punches the "armadillo", who this tine is
just sonmeone in an ARVADI LLO COSTUME. He then knees the
"armadi | 1 0" in the stomach, dunks its head into a deep
fryer, looks up and exaggeratedly smrks and nods at the
caner a.

--A STEAM NG HOT plate slides into view carrying a CRI SPY
FRI ED ARVADI LLO on its back with a horrified look on its
face and the noise of what it sounds |like a when a cartoon
coughs of snoke plays. The plate is garnished perfectly.

BIG RIG (CONT' D)
Steak you say? Well hell, you know
we're servin' 'emup any tenp ya
i ke. From hockey puck bl ack-

A hockey stick SMACKS a burnt black steak into a goal with
an AUDI ENCE CHEER

Bl G RI G (CONT' D)
-to still nooin'!

A conpletely raw steak drops onto a white plate in front of
the Dunb Man and SPLATTERS bl ood everywhere and MOOS. The
Dunb Man | ooks at the camera with a face that is sonehow
confused and excited at the sane tine |ike he’s trying to
win an Oscar for over-acting.

BI G RI G (CONT' D)
Ya see, here at the B-R-B-B-Q -
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Big Rig actually takes a full nmonment to look into a separate
canmera and wink like this is clever.

BI G RI G (CONT' D)
-we |ike to nake sure everyone
| eaves with their belly's full to
buttons and a glistening,
grease-soaked smle that says to
us, "Dang-it R g, if |I woulda had
just one nore of yer Fat-Fanny
Freedom Fries, | woul da died

happy. "

The Dunb Man sits at a table wearing an obvi ous FAKE GUT
There’s enpty plates all around himand his hand is shaking
as he tries to get the last fry into his nouth. He m sses
his nmouth, holds his "gut" and yet again |ooks into the
canera, rolling his eyes in euphoria.

BI G RI G (CONT' D)
So, conme on down to Big Rig' s
Bar becue! Right off yer local dirt
road in between MIKky's
Sl aught er house and the ' Heart of M
Forever’ Cenetery. Think I'll head
there nyself now

Big Rig puts on a trucker hat that says 'B-R-B-B-Q and
clinbs into a sem -truck

BI G RI G (CONT' D)
(yelling fromtruck)
They don’t call ne "Big Rig for
nothin'! Get a nobooove on!

Big Rig pulls the trucks horn, blasts two LOUD HONKS t hat
sound |i ke CONMOCS, and drives away.

During this ending of the prono, the shot slowly zoons out
showing that it was all playing on one of multiple snal
tel evisions hanging fromthe ceiling inside Big Rig’'s

Bar beque.

ACT 1

The sound of the pronp fades away into the background noi se
of the busy restaurant and we | and on a cl ose-up of the
BLOODSHOT EYES of SCOIT MOSS, 28, scruffy and haggard.

Moss stares ahead, eyes fixated. He's watching a very OBESE
MAN who is TIGHTLY squeezed into a booth furiously eating a
whol e roasted chicken, dinner rolls, and various ot her
foods. EMPTY PLATES are scattered across the table.
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MATTHEW " MAMJ' KOFFI ELD, 28 with an enornous beard and curly
hair puffing out fromunder his hat, wal ks up besi de Mss
and also starts to watch the guest eating.

MAMU
How | ong has he been at it?
MOSS
Forty m nutes without a drink, or
fromwhat | can tell, a breath.
MAMU

Fi ve bucks says he stops at that
dry ass baked pot at o.

MOSS
(scoffs)
You obvi ously haven’t been wat ching
what |’ ve been watchi ng. Deal .

They fist bunp wi thout taking their eyes off the nman.

The Obese Man grabs a BAKED POTATO, but doesn’t bite it yet
as his breath starts to sl ow

MAMU
VWhat’d | tell you?

MOSS
Easy now.

The man | ooks |like his eyes are closing and he starts
NCDDI NG OFF. A nonent | ater he’ s asl eep.

MAMU
And, done.

MOSS
No way does that count. He fel
asl eep!

The man seens to be STARTLED awake. He grabs his left arm
for second, then grasps at his chest, food falling fromhis
nout h.

Moss and Manu’'s eyes both w den.
MAMU

Um ..what exactly is happening
ri ght now?
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MOSS
From ny understanding of old people
in novies, | think that’'s what a
heart attack | ooks |ike.
MAMU
Shoul d we...tell soneone?
MOSS
Wait for it.
MAMU

For what? He’s-

Slamming his fist on the table, the man stops squirmng. He

sits up li
chonpi ng.

They bot h

ke normal, grabs the baked potato, and starts

MOSS
(sout hern accent)
Mm nmmm nmmm those five dollars
gon’ taste savory as sweet potato
stew |l tell ya wt!

MAMU
What the hell was that? How coul d
you know t hat was goi ng to happen?

MOSS

(still in southern accent)
VWll, ya see now boy, if | told ya,
|’d have to kill-
(back to normal voice)
actually, killing you is nore work
than I"'mwlling to commt to at
this point inny life. Dude did
that |ike twi ce before you showed
up. Now, let’s get that cheddar.

MAMU
Pfft, it’s bullshit then. Even a
m d- meal heart attack shoul d count
as stopping. Gane was rigged.

MOSS
Aw, that was just a little
heart-fart. He's still goin’

st rong.

| ook over to the Obese Man who’' s asl eep again.

Moss shrugs and puts his hand out.
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MOSS
Cheese pl ease.

Mamu stares at Moss bl ankly and reaches into his wall et

W t hout breaking eye contact. He takes a piece of paper out,
crunples it in his hand, then reaches into a cool er drawer
bel ow hi m and grabs a steak. He throws the paper onto the
grill and the steak on top of the paper.

Moss | ooks sarcastically di sappointed.

VAMU
Gilled bill.

MOSS
Coul d have even been funny too if
it were real noney. If you want it
to work you gotta conmt. Wat was
that, a Taco Bell receipt? Amateur.

MAMU
Gas station, | think.

MOSS
Who keeps gas station receipts? Are
you an actual crazy person?

MAMU
Maybe | want to keep track of how
much a spend on gas? Who t he hel
keeps Taco Bell receipts? Lunatics?

MOSS
Soneone that wants to die under a
t housand tacos once | mail a
t housand recei pts in and they give
me a lifetinme supply.

MAMU
(squi nting, dunbfounded)
What in God s name-

The TICKET PRI NTER starts printing orders cutting Manu of f.
He | ooks at the printer even nore annoyed for interrupting
him takes his TONGS and rips the ticket fromthe machi ne.
He throws another steak on the grill and gl ares at Mbss.

MAMU ( CONT’ D)

s this honestly our dialog right
now?
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MOSS
(shrugs)
"fraid so.

MAMU

(sighs)
| don’t even care. \Watever planet
you get your information about Taco
Bel | sweepstakes fromis better
than this gravity well of a job.
|’ mso god damm tired of cooking
food for these people just to
al nost die eating it.

Moss | ooks over to the Cbese Man's table. His waitress tries
to hand himhis bill, but, unable to speak and out of

breath, he waves it off, points at his food, then puts up
two fingers to say "Two nore.”

MOSS
Un..yea, well, you know I’ mright
there with ya, man. | nean, | I|ike

wat ching the m serable |ives of
ot her people as nuch as the next
guy, but when it’s right next to
you? It’s kinda Barf City.

MAMU
Exactly. It’s |ike have sone
sel f-respect.

MOSS
Seriously. | know this tinme doesn’'t
really count 'cuz | won five
dol lars, which you're totally stil
going to pay ne, but other than
that it’s like, seriously, self
respect, naybe cook up a plate of
t hat .

MAMU

(ignoring Moss)
And we’re stuck here shoveling shit
down the throats of people who
don't care if they die eating
dinner. It’s obviously killing you,
peopl e! Wiy are you doing this
your sel ves?

MOSS
(shrugs)
Exactly. Absolutely exactly.

(beat)
So, you wanna snoke?
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MAMU
Bet your ass.

Mamu t osses the steaks onto a METAL TRAY sitting under heat
| anps and yells into the kitchen.

MAMJ( CONT’ D)
Food up!

EXT. DUMPSTERS AT BACK OF PARKI NG LOT - DAY
Moss and Manmu sit by the dunpsters behind the restaurant
next to a bunch of overstuffed garbage bags snoking

cigarettes and watching cars pull into the parking | ot.

Moss yawns a LONG ANNOYI NG yawn. Manu stares at him
bl ankly.

MOSS
So, you work on any witing |ast
ni ght ?

MAMU
Are you done?

MOSS
Done? Ch, with ny yawmm? O your
attitude? 'Cause | gotta say, |I'm

ki nda done with both

MAMU
Are you? I'’msorry, hold on. Let ne
stop hating ny life real quick

Manu puts on a big fake smle.

MAMU( CONT’ D)
Ww wee! Look at that! If | woul da
known it would be this easy, |
woul da sl apped a smle on ages ago!
Look at all the pretty col ors!

Cut to disgusting noldy food com ng out of one of the trash
bags.

MOSS
Better, but it sounds a bit fake.
Maybe if you were working on the
show a bit nore you' d sound a
little nore sincere.
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MAMU
Fake? No way! This is genuine
sincerity right here!

Mamu waves and yells at a FAMLY getting out of their car on
the other side of the parking ot about to walk into the
restaurant.

MAMJ( CONT’ D)
Wl cone to Big R g's Barbecue,
ya' Il! Hope ya’'ll have yourselves a

gut - bustin’ birthday!

The FATHER of the Fami |y gives them a confused wave back
whil e the MOTHER hurries her TWO CHI LDREN i nsi de.

Manu | ooks back to Mdss straight-faced.

MAM CONT’ D)

(flatly)
Happy as ever.

MOSS
Did you know it was that kid' s
bi rt hday?

MAMU
| f you' re actually asking me that
we can’t be friends anynore.

MOSS
See? Quality content right here.
Just right this shit down. It’s not
har d.

MAMU
| know. But it’s hard to stay
notivated to wite sonme T.V. show
that’ Il never get nade when we're
still stuck working at this greasy
butthol e of a job.

Whi l e Manu tal ks, Moss stretches his back and grabs a greasy
garbage bag sitting next to himto get nore confortable.

MOSS
Vell, it may be greasy, but that’s
why we gotta use that grease as
notivation to | eave. Use its sliny
slickness to slide our way out of
this place before it slides into
our souls.
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VAWMU
Never. And pl ease, that’s enough
alliteration.

MOSS
Damm right, then.

MAMU
Alright, well, what have you been
wor ki ng on?

Moss stares into the distance pretending not to hear.

MAMJ( CONT’ D)
You haven’t done anything, have
you?
MOSS
Do what now?
MAMU
Oh, God damit. | knew you were

full of shit.

MOSS
What ? Just because | haven’t
physically witten anything down
doesn’t mean |’ m not working on
stuff. Let ne tell ya, | got plenty
of stuff up in the ol’ stuff

bucket .

MAMU
Stuff bucket, huh? Full of stuff
you say?

Mamu puts his cigarette out on the side of the dunpster and
sits up straight, giving exaggerated attention to Moss.

MAMJ( CONT’ D)
Tell me, then. Pull sone of that
stuff out. Let’s see what you got.

MOSS
Um okay. Well, for exanple, um |
think a good scene would be, |iKke,
bot h of us-

MAMU

(sarcastically attentive)
Good, good. Both of us. I like it.
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11.

MOSS

Right. Both of us. And we’'re, |ike,
watching this really fat guy, ya
know? And he’s eating, |like, a ton
of food. Like, a ton. And while
he’s eating, ya know, he's like
grabbing his chest and yellin’ out,
"Hel p! 1’m having a heart atta-

Mamu narrows his eyes. Miss tries to save face.

MOSS( CONT’ D)
-fart...attack. I'"mhaving a fart
attack! | ate too nuch food and now

" m gonna bl ooow" And we | ook at
each other and we're |i ke,
"Whaaat ?" and then we, |ike, have
to run outta there before he, |ike,
bl ows up or what ever

MAMU
Uh huh. Unh huh. Interesting.
I nteresting.

MOSS
Yea, you know, it’s just an idea.
Just, like, sonething to use,
maybe.

MAMU

Very cool, very cool. And maybe
afterwords it’s just us sitting out
here smoking and I'mall like, "I'm
getting too old for this shit."

MOSS
| nean, yea, if you think it’'d
work. It’s a classic line so we
can’'t really go wong.

Manu stares at Mbss in silence.

MOSS( CONT’ D)
kay, | mght have just used what
j ust happened a mnute ago, but it
was just a junping off point. That
fart attack part, that was all ne.

MAMU
Oh, you did? | see what you did
there. Here | was thinking, "Dam,
this guy s good."
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Moss plays with an old egg carton. Mamu sits back agai nst
t he dunpster

MOSS
| did technically think of
somet hi ng.

Mamu slowy turns his head to | ook at Moss. Mdss avoi ds eye
contact by pretending to inspect the egg carton carefully.

Manu gets up and wal ks back to work.

MOSS
(quietly under his breath)
Kinda funny. "I’m having a fart

attack! Everybody out! Aah!"
(chuckles to hinself)

ACT 2

| NT. RESTAURANT - DAY
Moss and Manmu wal k back i nto work.

MAMU
| swear to God, if | see that
fucki ng wal rus-

Manu wal ks directly into Big Rig who was standi ng right
i nsi de the doorway.

MAMJ( CONT’ D)
Oh, hey, Rig! Didn't see ya there.
How s it goi ng?

BIG R G
Boys! Wel cone back! How are ny
chi pper chaps this eveni ng?

MOSS
Just gettin a quick snoke in
before the rush, sir.

BIG R G
Sure, sure. And how are the tobacco
prices in Florida these days?

MAMU
(forced | aughing)
Heh, nah, just went out back. No
road trips for us.
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Ri g hol ds

13.

BIG R G
| see, well, according to M.
Cl ocky McWi stwatch here-

his watch up to his face.

BI G RI G (CONT' D)
-you’ ve been gone for six mnutes
and counting! What’'d we say about
keepi ng those Snokey Joe breaks
under five mnutes?

MAMU
Ch...l1 didn't think we were gone
t hat | ong.
MOSS
(playing along with Rig)
Yea, sorry, sir. | insisted we nake

it back on tine, but Sir Snokesal ot
here needed an couple extra puffs.

BIG R G
(to Mamu)
Ha! |Is that so?

Manu gl ares at Mbss.

Mamu gets

MAMU
Yea, guess | lost track of-

cut off by R g fake-punching himin the gut.

BIGR G
Powl Gotcha! |I'mjust yankin vya,
boys! You made it back with fifteen
seconds to spare. Don’t worry.

MAMU
On! Haha. Yea, you got nme, Rig.
BIGR G
(hol di ng up wat ch)
Yup. | was watchin’ you
MOSS
(faki ng ent husi asm t owar ds
Mamu)
Rig with the zinger!
BIGRG
Man, | yanked you both so hard. You

were all -
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Rig imtates what he thinks is soneone being surprised, but
it looks like he's faking an orgasm

MOSS
That was his exact face.

BIG R G
You saw it too?

MOSS
You bet | did.

BIGR G
Fan-fish-fryin' -tastic.
Look at him Speechl ess.

Manmu holds in his absolute hatred for this man and is
staring intently directly behind Rig at the knife rack on
the wal | .

Ri g, oblivious to nost things, doesn’t notice this and wal ks
into his view putting a hand on his shoul der.

BI G RI G (CONT' D)
(lowtal king, inadvertently

i ntimate)
Man, | bet you can’'t wait to get
yer hands on sonme of them prine

cuts.

Mamu snaps out of it and pretends to be enthused. He even
puts a bit of Texas twang in his voice.

MAMU
Hel | yea! You know what they say,
the better the cut, the bigger the
gut!

Manu sl aps and jiggles his stomach.

MAMJ( CONT’ D)
And boy howdy, you know I’ m worKkin’
on m nel

BIGR G

Ha! Alright then, that’s what I'm
tal kin” about! Now go on, get out
there and cook up the King of

Meat s.

MAMU

(l'i ke a southern belle)
It would be an absol ute honor, sir.
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BIG R G
Good to hear it.

Rig wal ks away towards his office and turns around at the
door way.

BI G RI G (CONT' D)
Renenber boys, al ways respect yer
meat. They don’t call it sir-loin
for nothin' .

Moss and Manu don’t | augh because this isn’t funny but
realize Rigis waiting for a reaction

MAMU
Oh, yea, nice one!
MOSS
Right! Sir, | get it. Hlarious,
sir!
BIGR G
Man, oh man. No wonder ya'll were

so easy to yank. M ght have to
start callin ya my two yankees!

Rig | ooks at his watch again and taps it.

Bl G RI G (CONT’ D)
Back to it, boys.

Rig slams his office door not realizing that the guys can
still see himthrough the open mni blinds. One hand is on
his hip and the other takes what |ooks |like a smal
cheeseburger out of his breast pocket and starts eating it
while staring into space.

Mbss and Manmu wat ch, fascinated.

MAMU
The hatred | have for that nan
knows no bounds.

MOSS
| m honestly trying to decide if
that was the greatest conversation
|"ve ever been in. | mght cry.

Mamu pul | s Moss away fromthe spectacle.

MAMU
Come on. You can watch that fat
shit eat any tinme. | just realized

what we’re wal ki ng into.
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MOSS
(hand over heart)
| will cherish this nonent for al
time.
MAMU
(ignoring Moss)
| " m surprised the whol e kitchen
hasn’t burned down.

MOSS
Wait, who's been watching the
grill?

| NT. RESTAURANT - A FEW MOMENTS LATER

Moss and Mamu wal k back to their station in the kitchen.
VES, an eager to please 20-sonething kid with cuts, burns,
and bandages all over his arns is working as fast as he can
trying to keep up with orders. He’'s terrible at his job and
ALWAYS gets hurt in sonme way.

He wants nothing nore than to i npress the guys but he's
sweating profusely and cl early overwhel ned.

Ti ckets hang fromthe printer and food is burning on the
grill.

VES
Guys! Thank God. | nean, | got
this, don't worry. Al nbst caught
up, just need to- shit!

As Wed flips a burger a flane shoots up and catches one of
his many bandages on fire. He slaps it with a towel trying
to put it out.

MAMU
Jesus Christ, Wes. Mve.

Moss rips the string of tickets fromthe printer. He and
Mamu flip, grill, and fill up plates with a variety of
sides, i.e. mashed potatoes, green beans, french fries,
col esl aw, etc.

The disaster is fixed and put in perfect order within
nonent s.

VEES
Man, you guys really know what
you' re doin’
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MOSS
You can hate your job and still be
good at it.
VES
You're tellin ne. You guys are |ike
five year vets though, |ike

straight up legit.

MAMU
| also hate ny life, and |’ m not
very good at it.

WES
Ch...yea nme too, man. My life
suuucks, | hate it.

MOSS

Don't listen to him Ws. He' s just
got, uh, witer’s bl ock.

VES
Aw, damm. It nust suck havi ng
witer’s block for two years, like
for real

MAMU

Wiy are you keeping a tinme table of
ny life and habits?

VES
Ch, nah, man. | always renenber
what you guys say.

MAMU
Pl ease don’t make me expl ai n why
that’s so God damm weird.

VES
Well hey, at |east you got your
show pi cked up, right? Aren’t you
guys about to go to Hollywood to
nmeet wth sone fancy agent? That
shoul d clear up that witer’s bl ock
no probl em

MAMU
VWhat ?

VES

You know, fancy aaagent man, fancy
aaagent man.

( CONTI NUED)
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Wes sings this to the tune of Johnny Rivers’ "Secret Agent
Man. "

Mamu i s confused.

MAMU
Am | m ssing sonethi ng?
MOSS
(to Wes)

OCh nmaan, we were sooo bl acked out
when we nmade that up

WES
Ni ce.

MOSS
Yea, uh, why don’t you go change
t hose bandages, Ws. Take a
breather. W got this.

VES
Hell yea. You guys are the man! O
like, the nen. Two nen, stickin it
to the nman.

MAMU

MOSS
Damm right, Wes.

Wes excitedly takes off his apron and wal ks of f the |ine.

WES
(to hinself)
The fuckin’ nen, man!

Wes rushes around the corner of the line and slips, catching
himself on a counter and tries to nonchalantly walk off. He
| ooks back to nake sure the guys didn’t see him but they
were both obviously staring at himthe entire tine.

Moss turns back to Manmu who is cleaning up the work station.

MOSS
So | maaay have told Wes we got our
show pi cked up and have a big
nmeeting with a-

MAMU

Fancy agent man. | can’t wait to
nmeet him

( CONTI NUED)
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JACKI E, a

19.

MOSS
| just thought it couldn’t hurt to
have soneone around here who was
supportive and could notivate us,
ya know?

MAMU
s Fancy his first name? And Agent
Man his last? O is Man his | ast
nanme and Fancy Agent his first and
m ddl e? Like his initials are
F-A-M? That’ d be cool ’'cause then
when we show up we could be be |ike
"Ayy, sup FAM?" Right?

MOSS
Ckay, yes, that would be cool. But
no, obviously he’'s not real.

MAMU
Not real? You mean you just made up
that amazing story and told it to
t he one guy who believes everything
you say? You really had ny hopes
up. We even had a song!

MOSS
| get it. But, you have to admt
it’s kinda nice having soneone
around who's actually excited for
us.

MAMU

(getting annoyed)
Excited for what? W literally
haven’'t witten one word. | don’'t
want Di ckface running around
telling people we’'re going to sone
nmeeting just so they can ask ne
about it and | can either lie and
feel like shit about nyself, or
admt that it’s not true and that
we’ ve actually made zero progress
in over two years, and then fee
i ke shit about nyself anyways.

JACKI E
Hey, what’s up with these orders?
They’ ' re all wong.

friendly waitress in her 40’s who doesn't take

shit fromthe kitchen staff, is on the other side of the
food window trying to put together the orders that the guys
just put up.

( CONTI NUED)
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MAMU
God damit, Jackie! AmI| the only
God danmm one around here who knows
how to read God damm tickets?

JACKI E
Hey, prick! | already have asshol es
to please out there and don't fee
li ke dealing with nore back here.
You guys can play dick-ticklers on
your own tinme, now fix this shit.

MOSS
I’d kill himfor you.

JACKI E
(smling at Moss)
Oh, you're sweet, Mdssy, but 171
do it nyself, hurry up

MAMU
(fum ng)
My God, wonan!

Mamu starts angrily noving the tickets on the plates around
and pointing to different itens.

MAMU( CONT’ D)
This is this! That is that!
This...is that! And that...is thisl!
Was that hard?

JACKI E
Not at all, it |ooked pretty easy,

actual ly. Thanks, Mbssy.

Jackie winks at Moss then Iifts up a large tray hol di ng al
of the plates and wal ks off.

JACKI E (CONT’ D)
to the other servers)
he |ine, people! Comn’ out

(
Down t
hot !

MAMU
Mossy? And she thanks you?

MOSS
(shrugs)
Maybe if you were a little nicer
someone woul d call you, |ike,
MeeMee or MboMoo or MeMaw or
somet hi ng.
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CONTI NUED

Wes wal ks

21.
VAWMU
MeMaw? What am |, a fucking
gr andma?
MOSS

Just sayin’. And listen, man, you
think I don’'t hate this shit too?
But we gotta do what we gotta do
for now W can wite at hone, but
we just need to actually do it

i nstead of putting it off for

anot her few wasted years.

MAMU
| get it. | do. This place just
reeaally takes it out of ne
soneti nes.

back covered in fresh first-aid.

WES
MeVaw? | like it, bro!

MAMU
Call nme MeMaw again and we’'re
playing five finger fillet.

Manu grabs his knife and stabs it into a cutting board.

Manu IS Vi

VES
Heh, nah, man. No Memaw for you.
But | nean, since you guys are
gonna be nmakin the big bucks soon,
why don’t you just quit?

sibly agitated.

MOSS
Uh, ’cause man. Ya know, we won’t
be getting paid for awhile for our,
uh, show or whatever, so we stil
have bills and crap. You know how
it is.

VES
That’ s no problem You guys can
stay with ne! | nean, | still live
wth ny nom but you guys can
totally have the basenent. | can
talk her into it for sure.
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They al |

MAMU
As nmuch as 1'd love to spend ny
free time watching your Mot her
breast feed you, | think I'll pass.
Thanks.

VES
|"mjust sayin’. Qitting s easy.
Carl’s been tal kin’ about |eaving
all day. Says his cousin can pay
hi m better or sonething.

MOSS
Carl ? The dish guy? He’'s been here
for, like, a week.

VES

| know, but for real, he s |like one
br oken di sh away from wal kin” out.

| ook over to the dish pit where CARL, an ol der

black guy with a jerry curl, is quietly scrubbing dishes.

Moss picks up a small dipping sauce dish and hands it to

Wes.

MOSS
Here. Toss this over there.
VES
What, |ike, break it?
MOSS
Just aimfor the mat. It won’t
br eak.
VES
| dunno, man. He’'s already pretty
pi ssed.
MOSS
It’ 1l be funny. Conme on, we’'ll make
you an honorary |ine cook.
MAMU
Ch, ny god..
VES

What do you think, Mem... Mtt?

MAMU
Sure thing, Wes.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 23.

VES
(punpi ng hi nmsel f up)
kay, here we go. Shit, shit!

MAMU
Just throw the dam di sh.

VES
Ckay.

Wes tosses the dish over into the dish pit. He m sses the
rubber mat conpletely and it shatters on the ground.

VES( CONT’ D)
Oh, shit!

Manu rolls his eyes and Mdss | aughs until they hear the | oud
CRASH of Carl throw ng down the pan he was scrubbing.

CARL
Man, FUCK this place!

Carl takes off his apron and throws it in the trash in front
of the guys.

CARL ( CONT’ D)
Ya' || can go fuck ya’ sel ves.

Carl wal ks off and | eaves.

MOSS
Damm, you weren’t ki ddi ng.

VES
Yea. . . no.

Big Rig wal ks up to the guys.

BIG R G
Boys! What’'s the ruckus?

MAMU
Looks |i ke we | ost anot her one,
boss.

BIG R G

(hands on hi ps and si ghs)
Wll ain’t that a jackhammer in the
nmornin’. Not sonethin’” you wanna
hear. If you can’t handl e the heat,
aml right, boys?
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VES
Stay out of the kitchen!

Wes put his hand up to Manu for a high-five. Manu doesn’t
even acknow edge it.

MAMU
Aaand. . .
BIG R G
Vel |, boys, |ooks |ike we’'re gonna

need sone extra hands. Ws, ny man,
you can cover the line while the
boys catch up dish, right?

MAMU
There it is.

VES
um ..

MOSS
Sir, do you think we should both do
it? Maybe 1’1l stay up here in case
Wes needs hel p and Manmu can do
di shes?

BIGR G

Nonsense! Qut of the fryin pan
into the fryer! CGotta train him
sonehow. Boy could use a few battle
scars.

The guys | ook at Wes’ arns already covered in an array of
different injuries.

MAMU
(1 aughs)
You heard the man.

MOSS
W believe in you, young
caterpillar. Let these trials be
your cocoon, and you shall energe a
butterfly to behol d.

Mamu and Mobss wal k back to the dish pit.
MAMU

He’ s gonna burn down the
restaurant.
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MOSS
Oh yea, to the ground.

ACT 3

| NT. RESTAURANT - DISH PIT - A FEW M NUTES LATER

Moss is scrubbing pots and pans while Manu is spraying
di shes and running them through the dish nachine.

MAMU
Such bul I shit.

MOSS
We didn't say he had to throw the
di sh.

MAMU

And you were just going to | eave ne
back here to rot? Typical

MOSS
Well | nean, look at it this way,
this shit sucks, so yea, of course.
Plus, | was |ookin out for our

baby boy. Look at hi m go.

They | ook over to the line where Wes is once again
struggling to keep up with orders. He's |inping now.

MAMU

Way is he |inping?
MOSS

He didn’'t always wal k |ike that?
MAMU

Let’s just say yes so | don’t have

to care.

They go back to washi ng di shes.

MOSS
Ya know, he had a point about
qui tting.

MAMU

Yea, sounds great. Especially since
we don’t have to pay rent anynore.
Oh wait, we do.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 26.

MOSS
Thi nk about it, though. W al ways
want ed the show to be about working
in aplace like this, right?

VAWMU
Unfortunate inspiration.

Manu | ooks over to the growng pile of dirty dishes and the
di sh machi ne | eaki ng wat er everywhere.

MOSS
Well, then let’s just let this
pl ace be the set.

MAMU
And such a beautiful set it would
be.

Manu grabs a handful of disgusting food out of the food trap
and throws it in the trash.

MAMU ( CONT’ D)
Wait, what do you nmean? Like film
her e?

MOSS
We can just stay after hours. |I'm
sure we'd be all owed.

MAMU
| nmean, yea maybe. But how many
stories can we possibly cone up
with in one |ocation?

MOSS
|’msure we can think of alittle
nore than a few, but we can’t just
base everything around this place.
That’ s where we go wong. W al ways
try to think of stories about
"restaurant life , but that shit
gets old. W need to be nore
original. People say 'wite what
you know , but what we know is
nmedi ocre bullshit. | say we wite
what we don’t know.

MAMU
| do not foll ow
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MOSS
We don’t know what anyt hi ng about
maki ng a show, right? So we wite
about that. And what about this, we
show t he process.

MAMU
Li ke a docunentary?
MOSS
Yes, but for our mnds.
MAMU
kay, now | 'm back to I do not
fol | ow.
MOSS

Alright, it’s like right now. If we
had a scene just |ike this where we
were doing this exact stuff, |ike
washi ng di shes and tal ki ng about
bul I shit, it doesn't matter if our
conversation is boring because we
can just say sonething |like, "Yadda
yadda hey | had this idea the other
day where I'm I|ike, wal king down
the street in a cowboy hat." and
bam

Moss snaps his fingers and the scene changes.

CUT TO

EXT. BUSY STREET - DAY

Moss is now in a COMBOY HAT on a busy street filled with
peopl e wal ki ng by. Mdss and Manmu are both nout hing their own
wor ds t hrough voi ce over.

MOSS (V. Q)
We just cut to that scene! Then |I'd
just be wal kin’ around all jaunty
down the street goin "Howdy this,
howdy that." to whoever is there
and we can just make it up as we go
in that noment.

Cowboy Mbss jauntily wal ks down the street and nout hs " Howdy
this, howdy that." as Regular Mss says it, while giving
random people on the street finger guns.

A HOVELESS MAN nout hs Mamu’s words to Cowboy Moss as he

wal ks by.
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MAMU (V. Q)
(t hrough Honel ess Man)
kay, so you nean like cut to a
version of our idea, then cut right
back to reality?

Cowboy Mbss ruffles the Honel ess Man’s hair and keeps
wal ki ng.

MOSS (V. Q)
Kinda. That’s the beauty of it.
This way the whol e process of how
we come up with material is
literally being nmade up as we talk
about it. And you can watch the
scene change wi th whatever we want
to happen. Like Cowboy Me just
wal ks over to a hotdog guy and
grabs one out of the hot ass water
and | just flop it around and take
a bite and chuck it into sonme other
dude riding his bike or sonething.

Cowboy Mbss wal ks over to a fat, greasy HOTDOG VENDOR, grabs
a HOTDOG out of the boiling water, turning his hand beet red
and bubbly while still smling. He flops it around in the
vendor’s face, takes a bite, and throws it over his

shoul der. The hot dog flies into a CYCLI ST’ S spokes and
tosses the cyclist over their handl ebars.

The Hot dog Vendor nout hs-

MAMUJ (V. Q)
(t hrough Vendor)
That doesn’t nmeke sense. Wiy woul d
you do that?

MOSS (V. Q)
VWl l, none of this stuff matters.
This is all just an exanple of how
we could control what we do.

The Cyclist gets up and wal ks over to Cowboy Mdss. He | ooks
furious like he’'s yelling at Coyboy Mdss but only Manu’s
cal m words cone out.

MAMU (V. Q)
(through Cyclist)
So, it’s a show about nmaking a
show. Like Seinfeld, only with no
i dea what we’re doing.
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MOSS (V. Q)
| m not gonna say yes, but it’s
also not entirely a definite no.

Cowboy Mbss is doing terrible dance noves as the Cycli st
"yells" at him A COP walks up to themto "ask"™ what’s going
on, but again Manmu’s voi ce cones out.

VAWMU
(t hrough Cop)
Such an airtight plan you got here.

MOSS (V. 0)
| haven’t quite worked it out yet.
Wat ch this though, have an old | ady
fall on the cop

A OLD LADY wal ks over to the Cop, puts her hands on his
chest and nout hs-

MAMU (V. Q)
(through A d Lady)
A d Lady?

The A d Lady faints and falls into the Cop, distracting him
so Cowboy Mbss can boogi e away.

MOSS (V. Q)
Sorry, | got a whole thing going on
right now with this cut-away.

A BUSI NESS WOVAN on a cell phone wal ks by Cowboy Mdss. She
covers the recei ver and nout hs-

MAMU (V. Q)
(t hrough Busi ness Wman)
The cut-away in your head? You
psycho?

MOSS (V. Q)
But it’s not just in ny head,
remenber ? Everyone el se can see
what |’ mtal king about. Just go
with it I think I’"mgetting
somewher e.

Cowboy Mbss continues dancing down the street and bends over
to pet a SCRUFFY STREET DOG. The dog nout hs-

MAMU (V. Q)
(t hrough Dog)
Everyone el se? What the hell, man?

Cowboy Mbss picks up the pooch and stares it in the eyes.
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MOSS (V. 0)
You' re just not on board yet.
You'll get there. Al | nmean is

that we can nmake up anything we
want and show it as we tal k about
it. Easy sneezy. | can start

tal ki ng about gangster Furries

pl ayi ng dice while a dude on one of
t hose bi kes with the huge wheel and
tiny wheel just circles themfor no
reason.

Cowboy Mbss drops the dog and happily dances into the street
where a group of FURRIES are playing dice. Their costunes
are EXTREMELY cute ani mal s but have GANG TATTOOS and
BANDANAS on them Two of them are snoking and drinking a
CARTOONI SHLY HUGE FAKE JO NT and simlarly HUGE FAKE MALT

LI QQUR FORTY Qz.

A MUSTACHI CED MAN in a OLD-TIMEY SU T and TOP HAT on a PENNY
FARTHING is circling them He | ooks down at Cowboy Mss and
nout hs-

MAMU (V. Q)
(t hrough Man)
Penny farthing.

MOSS (V. Q)
Sure thing. Ch! And let’s throwin
one of those classic "walking up to
three girls playing double dutch
and doing a couple perfect junps on
my way through’ nonments for good
neasure.

Cowboy Mbss wal ks up to THREE G RLS pl ayi ng doubl e dutch and
junps into the mddle. He does a couple perfect junps with
the girl in the mddle then wal ks away ti pping his cowboy
hat at them They stop playing to excitedly wave him off.

A PAPER BOY runs up to Cowboy Mdss and hands him a
newspaper. On the front page in big bold letters it says,
"OKAY, THAT'S FINE AND ALL, BUT YOQU RE STILL FORGETTI NG ONE
THI NG "

MAMU (V. Q)
(as paper is shown)
Ckay, that’s fine and all, but
you' re still forgetting one thing.
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Cowboy Mbss shakes his head di sapprovingly, pulls out a
LARGE STAMP AND | NK PAD and stanps "AND WHAT' S THAT?" on the
front page. He hands it back to the Paper Boy, pinches the
boy’s cheek, and gives hima penny. The boy | ooks ecstatic
and runs off.

MOSS (V. Q)
(as stanp is shown)
And what’s that?

Cowboy Mbss | ooks over to a storefront w ndow where Manu is
on nultiple televisions at a NEWS ANCHORS DESK wearing a
shabby ill-fitted suit and still looking |ike shit. News
Anchor Manmu is pointing to a graph as he nouths his own

voi ce over

MAMU (V. Q)
We need a script and a canera. Not
to nention a |ocation to shoot. And
ya know, a cast. W need literally
everything. How are we going to do
this with just me and you? | know
you don’t have noney, you think
do? Do you even know mne?

News Anchor Manu tears off his tie, flips his desk, and
wal ks of f caner a.

MOSS (V. Q)
| already said, we’'re already on
set! W just save up for a few
weeks to get a shitty canmera, then
cone in after hours to do all the
restaurant scenes, and anything
el se we filmat hone. Just just
gotta ask Rig if-

BIGR G (V.Q)
What's that now?

Cowboy Mbss boogies straight into a G ANT | NFLATABLE BI G
Rl G

The inflatable R g pops and Cowboy Mdss bounces backwards,
steps into a pothole, breaks his leg so the bone is sticking
out terribly, and silently screans into the canera which

qui ckly zoonms out as Cowboy Mdiss reaches out nouthing "No!"
to the canera.

CUT BACK TO
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| NT. RESTAURANT - DISH PIT - THE SAVME MOVENT
We | and back on Mss’' face.

BIG R G
Mossman? What’' s up?

MOSS
Oh, uh, we were just thinkin', R g
do you think that we’d be able to
come in after hours to do a little
video project? It’s for school.

BIGR G
Project? That sounds just |ike what
| had in mnd nyself.

MAMU
Real | y?

BIGR G
Yep. Matthew, forget the dishes for
a second. | need you to get down

and clean up all this nuck and yuck
in the corners. Grab a couple of

t hem Scrubbin® G ovies | got back
there and get under them sinks real
good too while you're at it. M ght
have to stay an hour or so after
close to finish it up. No biggie. |
want to be able to eat a
Porterhouse off that shinin steel,

t hough.
MAMU
Oh... wait, what?
BIGR G
And Shawn, | have a real special

project for you. Grab that nop
bucket and foll ow ne.

MOSS
Sure thing, boss.

Moss follows Rig and turns to Mamu who can’t believe what
j ust happened.

MOSS( CONT’ D)
(shruggi ng)
Boss says | gots to go. 1’|l get
himto say yes. Think about what |
sai d though. That shit’s good,
right?

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 33.

MAMU
Good luck with that. And...sure.
It’s an idea.

MOSS
W'l nmake it happen. Just gotta
t ake those baby steps, Bob, baby
st eps!

MAMU
Bob?

MOSS
(as he wal ks away)
What about hi nf?

Moss catches up to Rig who is standing at the doorway to the
Men's Restroom | ooki ng i nside.

BIGRG
Ch, you’ve got a goal alright.

MOSS
What do we got, Big Ri-

Moss stares w de-eyed inside the restroom

Back in the dish pit, Manmu is on the ground with TINY
SCRATCHY GLOVES on and is trying in vain to clean underneath
t he si nks.

Car|l peaks around the corner and tries to sneak through but
Mamu sees him

MAMU

What the hell? | thought you quit.
CARL

Psh, I"'mstill on the cl ock, man.

And if there’s one thing I know
about walkin’ out, it’s always be
shittin before you re quittin.
Nothin |ike gettin’ paid to drop
it like it’'s hot. Tell your boy to
have fun. Conplinments to the Chef.
Now, again, go fuck ya’ sel ves.

Car|l swaggers off and out the back door, |eaving Manu
conf used.

At the Men’s Restroom Mss and Big Rig are still | ooking
inside. Big Rg puts a hand on Mdss’ shoul der.
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BIGRG
You know what they say about cause
and effect? Just ’'cause you try to
under st and peopl e, don’t nean you
can effect what they do.

Mbss stares astoni shed at BROAN LETTERS nade of HUMAN SHI T
on the bathroom floor that spells out, ’'Howdy, Bitch.

BI G RI G (CONT’ D)
Probably some kooky kids pullin’ a
prank. Damm parents these days.
Don’t know how to fire up the
cattle prod when their kids step
out of |ine.

Moss | ooks at Rig.

BI G RI G (CONT' D)
Fi guratively...Kkinda.

MOSS
What am | even suppose to-

BIGRG
(cutting Moss off)
Vell, I'lIl leave ya to it. Just
give it the ol’ one-two-w peroo.
Make it sparkle. | wanna be able to
eat pickled pig s feet off of it
when yer done. Chop, chop, buddy
boy.

Big Rig pats Mbss’ chest and | eaves Mdss standing there
staring at the mess of shit. Mss |ooks up in thought.

CUT TO

EXT. THE DESERT - DAY

Cowboy Mbss is crawling through desert sand pulling his
broken | eg behind him He wi pes sweat fromhis forehead and
puts a hand up to block the sun and | ook into the distance,
but he sees nothing but mles of sand dunes. He | ooks at his
burnt, cracked hands. To his right is a large stick which he
grabs to Il ean on. He sighs, gathers hinself, takes another
adamant breath, and keeps craw i ng.

CUT BACK TO
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| NT. RESTAURANT - MEN S RESTROOM

Moss al so takes a deep, enpowered breath, dunks the nop into
the water, and splatters it on the brown ness.



